slatted gate gleamed a haughty 5 motionless shape of
burnished flame.

The staUidn stood against the yawning caveri\ of
the livery stable door like a motionless bronze
and along its burnished coat ran at intervals little
tremors of paler flame, little tongues of nervousness
pride. But its eye was quiet and arrogant^ and occa-
sionally and with a kingly air? its gaze swept along the
group at the gate with a fine disdain^ without seeing
them as individuals at all, and again little tongues of
paler flame rippled flicking along its coat. About its
head was a rope hackamore; it was tethered to a door
post,* and in the background a white man moved about
at a respectful distance with a proprietorial air, be-
side him a negro hostler with a tow-sack tied about his
waist with a string* MacCallum and Bayard halted at
the gate^ and the white man circled the stallion^s
haughty immobility and crossed to them. The negro
hostler came forth alsos with a soft, dirty cloth and
chanting in a mellow singsong. The stallion permitted
him to approach and suffered him to erase with his rag
the licking nervous little lames that ran in renewed
ripples under its skin.

"Ain't he a picture^ now?" the white man demanded
of MacCallum, leaning his elbow on the gate. A cheap
nickel watch was attached to his suspender loop by a
length of rawhide lace leather worn black and soft
with age* and his shaven beard was heaviest from the
corners of his mouth to his chin: he looked always as
though he were chewing tobacco with his mouth open.
He was a horse-trader by profession* and he was con-
stantly engaged in litigation with the railroad com-
pany over the violent demise of his stock by its agency*